While the storm darkens the lowering skies, Which the sudden lightnings irradiate, And the moist North wind loud resounds, i watch the splendour of the pouring rain As it jets without let through mud and slush; Yet when 1 yearn to speak of the same. Sings Vanee within me "Hail Parashakthi ! For 'tis all Her doing - the wind and the rain !'
ineffable She stands — beyond ail words That seek and strive to capture Her ! But no errancy in words She suffers: And they who see the blaze in the dark. Are the seers blest, of Her form divine I When the gnostic light in flint appears, And the dreadful bolt in a blade of grass, And the flood of Time doth scatheless pass. Then Parashakthi shall manifest on earth !i
